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Paron Genr was, after a sort, king ofthe grnis c-oun-ry. In al! 'he length andea.ithof i on-ync man lared to make
head a s- h" Ibenevolent iespotism. He.h..wewr. *,..,.I it so stoutly. his contu-

m.ey w: h-e ty in the ointment. He

ws th- par;on'.i nixt ne:ghbor. and

like him-!F, .nner of a big grass farm anI
breed.-r if rice horses.

Pi.raoni i airy loved his horc3 next to

hi- Csl anel his itughLr Peggy. In
spite of hi el;.:h. he trained the be-- of

th-m, and tn:trd them impartially for al!

the big ('. itat. lie made yiu see a nie
dIstinction w!ith regard to the spart o

king. A hirse. he held. might run f.>

nionvy as ir: noently as plow for it. Si:1
eame In with *he betting. That was dis-
trw. ly among "diversions which couil be
u-id in the iame of the Lord."
Lawson Ccke. the contumacious one.

was painfully given to it. lie would bet.
Inised, upon anything. fron the speed of
Iis e-st f..r-nuriir. to whe-he: the corners
in. a given :ring of fence viould count out
oAd or ven. lie vwa3 haalsome fellow-
sim, bloid. wll It up, a dicid shot, a fine
huest . p-ee-d viitll cf a Eigularly
ninning Hnne. Half the c-aps in the
county had h-n se- for him ever since he
left off runit1hut-is. but no .ent Scot free
unril he saw Peggy Gentry. who wa- a3
lark as a gypsy, and as toplec as a

tpid.
The main line rf social cleavage In grass

ciuntry sio y was religious. The larger
ph&rt of the Yirainians and Carolinians who
had come i-r.-the-- ue Ridge to occupy
and p..s'cs it had bee:i either devout
churchmen ir shouting Methodists or Bap-
t:sts or PrbyLt-rians. A smaller moIety
held that th-re was no God. and Tom Paine
a prophe:. It titi -d and dianced and play-
el cards as enrgetically as the larger hal-f
prayed and sang. The race course wa- a

srt of neutral ground, where those who
pray-d and :tims- who played could mee:
withoutlo-s -f caste.
Peggy : d i, w.;,n. 11o:V-er. id not meet

th-re. but at ,ne of the pio is Christian
parties wher- oli-fashioned kis:ng gan.-is
were the only d'version. When it cam-
Preiy'. turi. she cihcse out Lawson. It
asu 1.d her a lit:le that he nould n..

kiss ho-.- !itp'. but only hcr hiind. After
that neither of them playei aszin. Whe:
they parted at her father's door-he hd.t
in--ised u-n riding home beside :he Gentry
carriage-h took her hand and said imo-
puhsively: -Promise me that you will never
play agnm.

Peggy smiled at him saucily and mur-
mured: "I can't promise. Sitting out is so
stupid-sometimes." Lawson smiled, too.
"At least you'll promise not to play until
you see me again." he said. Peggy nodded
and dimpled. She was sure in her own
mind that would not be ha-f a week.

It turned out to be half a year. Lawson
started next day for Virginia. His grand-
father's estate was to be distributed. and
he made up his mind to stay until every-
thing was settled. Apart from that, he
wanted to be very sure of himself before
he adventured further In what he felt to be
a vital matter.

lie pondered It all through his long rides
-401 miles and back-for this was in the
good old days when there was not even a

stage coach across the Appa'achian chain.
Yet when he got home. toward the end of
June, he was no nearer a decision than
when he had begun. He was perfectly sure
he lived Peggy as he would never love any-
body else. The point at issue was, ought
he to try winning her? Her father, he was
certain, would never let him have her, un-
less he could bring himself to accept relIg-
ion. The parson had been preaching at him
hot and hard ever since he came to man's
estate.
BesIdes, there was the matter of the bull

ea'f. Lawson swore impatiently when he
thought of it. lie must have been an awful
yung idiot to set on foot that foolish
schem. But it had not seemed foolish
then-or.ly ixquiitely humorous-to tether
a lusty yearling in the pulpit whence Par-
son (;entry was expect-I to preach. True.
the parson had turned the jike by making
the creature pint the moral of a fine and
mnovlng discourse in "Th- Beasts Which
Perish." All the same, Lawson knew there
was In his mind a sediment if irritation.
so gritty it might provoke an explosion.
Curiously. he had no doult whatever as

to Peggy herse f. although she was a noted
flirt, who it was well known might pick
and choose am.ng the best. There had been
that In her eyes,. dropping before his own.
in the flutteriig of her soft hand, the de-
lIcIous under tremor of her voice, which
warmed his heart and made his pulses leap
whenever he let himself recall It.
Parson (Gentrv had his own training track

and spent all the fine summer mornings be-
side it. meditating on his sermons and
watching his horses. As Blue Bonnet, the
pride of his heart. pul'ed up at the end of
four mlih-s. fighting for her head and evi-
dently full of running, he smiled ecstatical-
ly and said to the hoy who rode her:
"My soul' loks like she could lose the

best if 'em todav-even If she had a church
on her back. and they only the steeple-eh,
IshamP'
"Hit do dat," Ishan responded. "T ain't

'feared er none on 'em. 'ceptin' 'tis dat dar

ty/be te S

Bonnet Is sh' 'niough gut ter beat, but I bet
my game rouster she kIn do hIt."

"T'ut. tut. l),n't talk of bettIng," the
parson saId. Ieham had slidden down and
mtood stroking Blue Bonnet's lean, glossy
head. Blue Botnnet was a lady of humors,
There were tImes when she permitted
Isham's endearments. This was not one of
them. She laid back both ears and nllpped
him sharply, at the same Instant lashIng out
wIth her near hind foot at the parson, who
was stooping to feel her hocks. The kIck
teok hIm fair In the short ribs and doupled
him up like a jumpIng jack. Isham turned
away his head, grinning, lHe had all the
small boy's normal delIght in seeIng the up-
gettIng of dignitaries.
"Say, parson! Shan't I swear a bIt fot

youP' somebody called from the road,
whIch ran just outside the track inclosure.
Parson Gentry looked up. scowlIng the lest
bIt. He knew the voIce-if all men In the
world be hated to have Lawson Cocke see
hIs dIscomfiture. Lawson had reIned In hIs
horse, thrown hIs left leg sidewise over the
pommel, and set facIng him, wIth a set
look, new and strange. If the parson hadl
been a worldlIng he would have whIstled at
the sight. Being what he was, he merelyrubbed his handls and stared a trIfle harder.
"I'm here for somethIng-something par-

ticular," Lawso-n began. The parson cut
a abo.rt: "1touheaso" hsam-. ...d.-
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energetieally. "But you'd as well go right
home. You can't have her. I've made up
my mind not to part with her to anybody."
"How If she makes up her mind--other-

wiser' Lawson said, low and hard. The
parson stared more than ever, then broke
into a quick laugh.
"Oh. I understand! You think her mind's

already made up; that she's too much a
handful for me," he said. -Well, the fact
is, young man, I don't ever expect to make
her my riding beast-still I shall keep
her-"
"I see-you're talking of Blue Bonnet,"

Lawson said. The parson nodded. "Of
course. Haven't you come to try to buy
her? Steevens. your trainer, told me you
said you meant to have her if It took every
dollar you got from the old man's estate-"
"I've changed my mind," Lawson said.

shortly.
"Then what do you want?" the parson

blurted out.
"Peggy!" Lawson said laconically. "What

is more, I mean to have her. You have
just made up my mind for me."
"Are you drunk or crazy? You must be

one or the other. Why. my girl knows
nothing whatever about you," the parson
began angrily. Lawson held up his hand.
"She knows me enough to love me-as I
love her." he said. "Now, sir, I've no
need to say anything of myself-you know
all about me much better than I do-s

I

one gentleman to another, I want to ask
if I may court an-1 marry her?"
'No! No! No!" the parson shouted In

shrill crescendo. Then, di opping his voice to
its common rich key: "I take it you are
serious, Mr. Cocke-therefore let me say I
appreciate the honor you have done my
daughter. But even if I knew that she
loved you. I could never bring myself to
countenance your suit. I am not only a
father, but also. I hope. a ('hristian. The
Scriptures, which are the rule and law of
conduct, expressly say, 'Be not unequally
yoked together w!th unbelievers.' "

"Is that all you have against me?" Law-
son asked, his tone a challenge.
"That is all-and everything," the parson

said gravely. Lawson taugheti grimly.
"You are trying to throw away a mighty

fine chance for missionary work," he said.
"Peggy might convert me. It seems to me,
indeed. she cou'd make of me almost any-
thing she chose."
Parson Gentry melted 1.stantly. "That

so, Lawson?" he said genially. "My dear
boy, only let me see you a happy Christian
and there is no other man alive that I
would so gladly trust with my girl. It will
Inded be a happy and very special provi-
denee if love of her can lead you to Christ.
I do not flatter you In saying that your
con.version would mean mete for the Mas-
ter's cause and kingdom than that of any
ten others among our young men. You
are their leader in everything-"
"Stop!" Lawson said. "ParEon, try to put

yourself in my place. It comes natural to
you to be religious-"
"Ah, my son! You are wrong there," the

parson said, smiling. "Once I was even as
you are-held in the gall of bitterness, th
bonds of iniquity. Until I was twenty-:ive,
although I never drank more than I couid
comfortably carry. sport of every sort was
my delight. I fought cocks, gamed, threw
dice. made and rode matches-"
"What? your' Lawson cried. The par-

son bowed his head.
"Even me." he said. "Now, you must see

that The power which plucked me. a brand
from the burning, can, If only you will let
it. as certainly pluck you."
For almost a minute Lawson looked at the

parson, his lips opening and closing as
though uncertain whether to speak. At last
he said:
"Mr. Gentry. may I ask a question of--

the mat, you were before you became a
minister "

The parson smiled indulgently. "Ask
what you choose." he said. "I will answer
truthfully, If I answer at all."
"'Ther-tell me this." I.,wson said: "Do0

you really care nothing now for-the things
you gave up? I mean, don't you ever hanker
after forbidden things-yearn to be free-
even riotous?"
" 'The carnal mind Is at enmity to God,'

the parson quoted softly, Then he added
reverently. "God gives us new hearts, but
it takes His grace, and very much of it, to
keep them pure and steadfast, The old
Adam dies hard in every one of us. We
keep him under only by help of a strength
beyond our own."
"You wouldn't care for horses if there

were no race tracks?" Lawson said, tenta-
tively.
"Yes, I would." the parson said sharply.

"A good horse, in full action, is to me the
finest sight in the world, I love a good
horse, just for itself, I do not mind con-
leasing to you, though, that when one of
mine wins I have quite the same thrill of
delight that came of winning on anything
back in the old sinful days. That is to say,
I am human, and a man, A man I must
continue. 'until this mortal shall have put
on immortality,'"-
"Say, parson." Lawson broke in irrele.

vantly. "is it true, what I've been hear-
ing-that if Blue Bonnet wins the Fourth
of July slake you intend to build a new
church with the purse?"
"Quite true! Why do you ask?" the par'

son said. "We both know that to wilt
goes to help spread the gospel."
"Because I want to give you a chance of

doing something more for your faith," Law.
son said: "We both know that to wiat
you've got to beat my mare, Roaane, it's
the same as a match-none of the other
three really count. Now, since owners or
ewners' friends must ride, why should not
we two ride against each other, and if I wir
you agree to give me Peggy without condi'
t'ons; if you. I agree to do my very best to
get religion?"
"Imposlie! Impossible! Who ever heard

of such a thing?" the parson said-but
Lawson saw his eye sparkle and a quick
flush leap into his cheek. The parson was
Iessentially a Christian militant. Back iithe old days he might have led a rapturous
crusade. Lawson pressed, undismayed:
"Why 1s it impossible? Unusual I grant-but so it is unusual to see a minister'scolors on the track, and racetrack moneyIon the missionary plate, I thought yoe

ministers held nothing too hard, If it mean,
saving a soul from death-"I"I do not," the parson said quickly. Law.
Ison ran on:

"It won't be exactly easy for me. Every
body knows me for an unbeliever-as myfather was before me. Everybody will be
sure to say I am a rank hypocrite-pretend.
ing to care fog finding and =saving === -1

hat I may got Peggy."
you man-would you MOke the ao-ditions public?" the parson arled. Lawson

nodded.
"They would have to be," be said,

"Neither of us can afford to play except
with cards above the table. Excuse the
phrase, parson-but you understand It-"
"Yes! I understand," the parson said.

smiling, then with a keen, look: "You
must love my girl, Lawson. I oan-
not let you say you love her better than I
love my God. You shall ride for a sweet-
heart, I for a soul. I may be misjudged by
my fellows-the searcher of all hearts will
know that I seek only his g-ory."
The Fourth of July was a stake for

four-year-olds and upward, four miles and
repeat. The repeat generally eliminated
everything not aged, even In that good
time, when horses were bred not merely to
run, but to stay. The grass country was
full of blue blood. Sons and grandsons of
Sir Archy of Diomed, of the great Eclipse,
had come early over the mountains, had
thriven on lush blue grass and running
limestone water, and had left behind a
lusty progeny. On top of that, there had
been direct English Importations of more
than one prepotent Derby-winning strain.
Then a good few of the pioneers who had
the luck to be friends with Mr. Jefferson
and Mr. Madison, through the good offices
of those gentlemen, when they came to be
Presidents, had brought In a sprinkle of
pure-bred Barb and Arab mares.
The elder Cocke, Lawson's father, had

been among the bringers-in. Lawson's
pride, Roxane, was great granddaughter to
one of the Arab mares, and, like her an-
cestress, of pure cream white, with silver-
white mane and tall, and Ivory hoofs. She
stood barely an Inch over fifteen hands at
the withers, had a deep, roomy chest, tre-
mendous barrel and short, close-sinewed
back, dropping Into comparatively light
quarters. They were but masses of muscle,
clean and firm, enwrapping small bones as
hard and compact as flint. The ivory hoofs
were alive-looking, and of a faint spread
from coronet to toe.
All her claim to beauty lay In head and

neck. The neck, neither long nor short,
carried the line of the withers In the finest
Imaginable taper out to a head that in spite
of its broad basin face had a muzzle slen-
der enough to drink from a quart pot. Nos-
trils, pink as a dawn cloud, and very fully
opened, gave promise of breath and stay to
match the fire of the eyes. They were
somewhat deeply sunken, yet held in their
dark depths all the desert's mystery and
savage strength.
Blue Bonnet was taller and something

E SAW A WHITE HEAD FLASH PAW

stouter, a very dark silver roan, fully- six-
teen hands at the crest. A sightlier brute
never trod four good hoofs. The most hy-
percritical could pick no flaw in her-she
had shoulders so perfect, quarters so pow-
erful, legs so flat, so firm, so clean of hair.
He~r neck arched delicately, and she stepped
with a proud, mincing gait, as though she
disdained the earth she trod. It has been
said she was-.a creature of moods. Occa-
sionally, but only occasionally, they were.
angelie.
She was in one of her worst tempers when

she came out to run for the stake. Perhaps
the excitement of the course was conta-
gious. Certainly no assemblage there had
ever before been wrought to such edged in-
terest as this present throng. Everybody
knew the side wager, and gasped or gaped
over its conditions. A few choice spirits
chuckled In sardonic appreciation of the sit-
uation. The most part charitably set it
down that both Lawson Cocke and Parson
Gentry were madder than Nlarch hares.
They were somewbat equally martched in

spite of the years between. The parson
w6as just rising forty; he had married early,
an~d Peggy waS nTW yet eighteen. Hie was
.-p-re and wviry. too, rilg at 150 in boots and
breeches and his own well-known red shirt.
L~awson was five pounds the heavier, but
had waived consideration of the overweight.
Both were horsemen born, with a deal of
making added, and well able to get out of a
mount everything that was In It.
Peggy had stayed at home. She had no

mind to be the focus of staring eyes that
day. But Just before Isham left for the
race course his young mistress conferred
with him mysteriously apart. Her last
word was "Remember," to which Isham
answered by grinning all over his face,
pulling his woolly foretop and saying: "La
-awdy! Miss Peggy. I couldn't fergit dat
ef I tried."
The race ought to have been a big bet-

ting event, but out of respect for the par-
Don's scruples such wagers as were made
were kept strictly under cover. The purse
Itself, a gold-fringed, gold-bedizened blue
silk pouch holding $1,000) In gold coin, swung
high and fair in the sunlight above the
finish line. Opinion divided very equally
a,3 to where it would fetch up-in the build-
Ing of a church or the riot of a tavern.
The wiseacres, of course, backed their
Judgment in whispers. It was the great
undiscriminating mass which murmured

"IAWWHTEALL YOUH A

tengans t thlencestof thehtgerng.ut
neae tomdufor aoo hoofday The mostehy-
pernritialcout ickwao folaowing he-se
had souersnwo kefc. qatropw
erdul.rlagysofian firm soe cleakof a
loul.nearchedl de lately a shetternpof
with anfttenhrproudmininaryi,asog she
disdained the eartndsetrd. with Iha ben
heray, but on occasionallmotheupnwer
agcht.rnigadcuvtn iemd
Se reasdni ofin hewrein.tAters he
scame outrto rucngfo tedtake.grhpsont
thelecitpont;fneht orse was correa,
giou. Craionlynoasebledan ter had
e bcourd belenwrheh wtndtuhoudged Ivn
terte.s tthispeen trong. Rovaeboer
knle thesie waier,wath bgood-ed oribbae
her ts conditing. plue-wie spigitsn
chuckled in sardonic ahpeciateiona othesi-
deatin Te amost par ooheriabl sanky,
dLwn'ha boakasbodyservnrde Parsan
Genrdw er yader eaxerch hareos.

asheus rising aflrt;e hadeariedemmoly
shdegas wucas a ct. ~he liears
bshek andhad oand wge-nredsnhrt

rt ach eomp.ut

look back at her, mae a face and mour-
mored: "Eumph!-'on metty sateful. MIss
Rory-Anni .jabe you foolin' all des. p00-
ple, but yU Mnt dbuie~ fooled me. PreS-
ently youse inwake up, an' ra'ar an'

I ha Splita win'-but Bonnet'll be

rigtht an i e'gpi 'do passon he take
an' tuhin wile."
As they Wmef do~n to the start, Lawson

shouted to be parson, I'rm going to beat
you-no maer wb has the best horse."
"I am go to at you-God being my

helper." th# arcalled back. "I think I
have the beat horse-I know I have the best
cause."
Exactly three iMinutes later the drum

tapped anU the Vve horses went away
aligned like j iLe,auf cavalry. For at least
100 yards tgeybed In rank. Then Black-
lock shot tear Jy an open length and
stretched sWay- ffr the first turn with a
little deflaT-anorir Blue Bonnet fought to
go after him. The parson took a double
wrap on her. Blackdock was, he knew,
merely an Incident. Roxane lay well back-
there he must keep his eye.
The first mile around was so slow Black-

lock increased his lead to a dozen lengths.
Blue Bonnet began to fpam. Her rider let
out a wrap. Instantly she rushed to collar
the chestnut. In the helt mile she caught
and passed him, though still he ran strong
and free. Mope.came for a second to her
throat-latch, then- dropped back, tailing so
steadily as to show he was out of the race.
Bendigo rat i consistent third. Roxane
was absolutely last.",
Yet in the last' halt nille she woke up,

passed the other three as though they were
anchored, and dashed under the string.
beaten by a short head. It was a marvel-
ous perforniance, amazing even to those
who knew the white mare best. She ran so
true, so esIly, with. such even swiftness,
the best-trained eye got no right perception
of her speed. Even Blue Bonnet's parti-
sans rubbed hands in delight, saying: "It's
a race for blood noW-and only two in it."
"The powers of. light and darkness are

contending here," the parson said to a re-
monstrant pious friend. Lawson overheard
and laughed quietly.
"The powers are oddly 'horsed, parson."

he said. "I reckon as y see things, light
rides the color of dark.s. and darkness
the color of light,"
Mope distanced, Blacklock withdrawn,

left but three contenders in the second heat.
Blue Bonnet came out -for it readier than
ever. She spoiled three good starts, In-
deed, by'her eage'isreb to' be out in front.
When at last they were sent away together-

she was neithetf bold 4or to bind. Leap-ing, plunging, bcing, she took the rail.
held it. and sdttled inth:Aa sweeping run.
Het feet fleWl visibly 'wilih the rhythm and
precision of' 'e iighty' nchine; her low
head nodded 'Ilkhtly atyaTh bound; foam
flakes -gathesed'an& 4Aw'ifrom the bit-by
the time the. tklla mile. began she wait
white fronr cours tq,, WL Berileei
heart leapei$9 d feared .nly. or hek
teiuper Se long awle kept the lead M' knew
Ae was safe-'He' dared- not look £ back,Shouts from leostand as he passed it this
third time let him. know at. Blue Bonnet
looked a winner all over. But he caughtthe unfailing rataplan of those other hoofs
behind. From the 'ffst they had not'varied
by the least fraction of a second. He knew
and dreaded the, tay 49 the desert. He must
win now, If he Was to !inmtaIl.
Into the 'quarter Blue Bonnet led

gallintl% idiiih her. laboring -reath andglarihg eyegLills. said she was meot-spb-ent.Thd'Varsdn, hanging ip his stirrups,'leauied
far over her.,neck,,soothing, encouragingwith hand and voic4. Now and again he
gave.. her the =spur sharply. He knew it
was id'e to 4P to ,the whip. The. generousblood In her veins would do its beat. with-olt Easing. her, lifting her. urging her
ever forward, ha brought her, still leading,'within fifty yards of the string..
He -could see- the nodding 'blue purseabove; catch the-shimmer of the gold fringeand hear across the :wild hubbub of the

crowd the:repid-hammering of his own ex-
ultant -heart. In that minute he learned
some deeps of his own mind which years
of introverbion would scarce:y have made
clear te him. He did truly desire to save a
soul from death,. but he desired it with all
the naturdl man's lust'of triumph.

Still the heart beats rang in his ears. Sud-
denly the hoof beats behind quickened. He
saw a white head with fiery eyes and pink,
Baring nostrils flash past-saw a plume-3Ike
tall flaunted almost in Blue Bonnet's eyes.
And as he saw it there came back to him
Isham's whispered petition before the start:
"Ef dat dar Roxy-Ann crowds yer, marsa,
you dess cuss Bonnet one' fl'l teeny cuss.
She-she's uster dat. She know whut hit
means-and dee oon't nobody else in dis
worl' hear hit."

It was out of the question-stll he felth'iself tempgV Roxan and Lawson
saved hin. WA*'pe;long -Wtendy lift Law-

gAIlT N LAWS01 ASKED.
son sent hi uiount first across the finish
line. Then. iMs the crowd went wild, he
sprang downy befose she was still, flung
his arms about -he neck, and cried: "Get
your breath,' old gil! You'll need It all,
and more, before -we are through."
The sun w -aloggst down. Night would

come before e runa off, but no soul thought
of leaving the course. All waited for it In
throbbing, feverish Impatience. It was
dewy dusk, when the' wo mares went out
to try the final issue. Both had recovered
wonderfully. .Blue Bonnet, if no longer on
edge, ran true and strong.. This time-Rox-
ane rated eas~y at her quarter. The two
riders might have eychanged confidences,but neither had *a thought for anything
save winning..
After the first mile the racers ran stride

for stride. They swung to the turns and
swept the stretches like a double team.
Now one, naw the ,oilher, drew a little
away, only to drop back in company befor
she had run fifty yards. Blue Bonnet no
longer. chamnped a foaming bit. Rozane's
white flanks wee stained with red, and
reeked a little. Both -wdre emulously full
of running. .They held their heads -lowr,mouths slightly open, ears combatively laidback. enad Vnaeatm thea st saa-

"It Is certain we can beat anything else
In the county, even if we can't beat each
other," Lawson called out, as they swung
into the first quarter of the last mile.
"I have not given up. Wo won't split

the purse," the parson called back; "Blue
Bonnet is just really coming to herself."
"Oh, hot Hear that, Roxanel" Lawson

said, touching the white mare lightly on
the neck. Then he gave a peculiar whil-
tling chirp. Roxane answered it by forging
half a length ahead. Blue Bonnet re-
sponded gamely to the spurt, but could not
quite catch the flying leader. They came
to the quarter pole, locked, and ran that
way all through the next stretch. At the
half-mile post Lawson turned slightly and
said over his shoulder:
"You have fought a good fight, parson!

I'm almost persuaded to let you win."
The parson set his teeth and drove his

spurs up to the rowels. Blue Bonnet
swerved visibly. As dusk deepened a fresh
wind blew down the course, cool and wel-
come to the hushed, waiting crowd, doubly
welcome to the tired racers, fighting this
desperate duel of breath and stay. They
tore forward In the teeth of It, tense, pant-
ing, laboring, with eyes aflame. The last
quarter post flashed past. As they came to
the eighth a blanket might have covered
them. Again Lawson whistled. shrill and
keen. This time Roxane staggered and
rolled In her gait as she tried to leap
ahead. Blue Bonnet held her seemingly
safe. There would be a dead heat un-
less-.
Parson Gentry set his teeth. If the man

in him ached for triumph, the minister
truly yearned for power unto salvation
over this superlative sinner. Lawson Cocke
would be no lukewarm Christian. He
would love God as he loved a woman, with
all his heart, and mind, and soul, and
strength. The Darson knew Isham had
spoken truth. He had watched the boy
often, lie almost prone upon Blue Bonnet's
neck, and seem to drop winged words In
her ear. He had never caught the words-
until today he had not known what they
were. He did know that the mare always
answered them, electrically-if she would
answer them now, she must come first.
Quicker than light all this flashed uponhim. Behind was the thought! What could

it matter? The Darson had never sworn
since the day of his conversion. Profanity
seemed to him a sin peculiarly purposelessand abhorrent. In this volcanic stress he
leaped to the belief that some swearingmight not be profane. Blue Bonnet under-
stood certain words, only as a signal to do
her desperate best. Might he not use them
in quite the same way:
Roxane led by a head-he felt Blue Bon-

net's heart laboring heavily. The finish
was barely fifty yards away. Lanterns.
g.eamed either side of it. The dark massed
throng was breathless, silent, yet its un-
oOnscious stirrings made a soft confused
sussurrus. The parson shivered faintly-Intuitively It seemed he caught the reins a
thought tighter, stretched further forward,and hissed in Blue Bonnet's ear:
"D-n you!.Doubled d-n you! Go on!"
After that he knew nothing until a greatsobbing shout struck him, and eager, joy-ous hands pulled him from tne saddle and

set him high upon men's shoulders to bear
him triumphantly about the course. Thebearers were young fellows, all, and Law-
son Cocke's chosen friends. As theymarched they chanted exuberantly, the par-son's praises. He was a gentleman, ascholar, a good fellow, a sport. Theywould come to hear him next Sunday-and
every Sunday when the church of the pursewas built. And they would help build andfurnish it-he might depend on that."You beat me by a neck, parson. How inthe world did you do it?" Lawson said.offering his hand to the victor. The par-
son wrung it hard. He wanted to say"The Lord was on my side," but somehowthe words stuck in his throat.
"Come and ride with Peggy to church,Sunday," he said, almost apologetically.Lawson shook his head.
"I don't dare-yet," he said.
The break was more eloquent than words.Again the parson wrung his hand. It wasthick dark now, the moon coming up. andwhip-poor-wills calling all about, but some-how he hated the thought of going home.After a sleepless night the parson got upat dawn with a white, determined face.tAlthough it was Sunday he did not wait

even for family Prayer, but rode straightto the Cocke homestead. Lawson was juststirring, and on the way to the stable, in-
tent upon seeing how Roxane fared. Theparson stopped him at the lawn gate."Lawson," he burst out. "I'm a miserablebackslider, but I can't let myself be athief. The purse-I won it by the devil'shelp. I-I want you to take it-it reallybelongs to you-to take it quietly, youknow-you won't mind helping me out by'that- much, I hope. I shall build the churchJust the same, you Understand-but I shalld ft out of my own pocket."
Lawson sprang forward and caught boththe parson's hands, smiling jubilantly,though his eyes were not quite clear. There

was an odd lump In his throat, too, as he
said: "Not another word, parson. I have
pretty good ears for all that goes on In
a race. I didn't mind losing the purse half
as much as-losing my faith in your faith.
Now you have made everything right again.We'll agree that each shall save his stake.
But I am convinced religion is a vital mat-
ter-nothing less could have brought youto me--"
"And I am convinced that an honest man

and a gentleman is not very far off the
kingdom of God." the parson broke in:
"but Lawson, at least you'll ease my mind
by taking that purse. When I have made
restitution, and confessed my fault to my
brethren, I shall dare to ask my Master's
forgiveness."
"Hold hard, parson," Lawson said: "bet-

ter keep quiet. I understand-but I doubt
if the brethren would. The wrong you did,
if it was .a wrong, has righted itself, As
to the purse-why, hurry up your church.
I hope to marry Peggy the day it is dedi-
cated."
The church stands to this good day--a

quaint, squat, steepleless red brick struc-
ture in the heart of the peaceful grass
country. A Lawson Cocks is among its
ruling elders, and on the wall behind the
pulpit there are marble tablets to the
memory of an earlier Lawson Cocke who
found Christ within its walls, and his be-
loved wife, Peggy, born Gentry.

Curiosities of Suieide.
From the London Telegraph.
At the conclusion of a recent inquest on

John Brooks, an engineer of Upton Park
Manor, who flung himself off the Royal
Sovereign while the vessel was nearing
Southend on her return journey from Mar-
gate, Mr. Wood, the deputy coroner, made
some remarks calculated to surprise the un-
initiated-but only the uninitiated. He said
that apparently the case was one of those
which made up the terrible epidemic of
suicide in and near London recently. This
is what students of psychology cali "'sul-
cide through imitation," or, as Mr. Wood
correctly termed It, "epidemical suicide,"
As a rule, though, civil communities are
less prone to it than military ones. It has
happened several times before now that a
soldier having hanged himself In a barrack
room, or having put a bullet through his
brain in a sentry box, the drama was re-
peated for many days under similar condi-
tions without the authorities being able to
put a stop to the recurrence otherwise than
by changing the regiment's quarters. The
most notable case on record occurred in
1805, In the camp at Boulogne, when Na-
poleon was preparing, or pretending to pre-
pare, a descent upon England. The regi-
ment was sent Inland, and it was on that
occasion the emperor enunciated the fa-
mous axiom in a general order, "the sol-
dier who kills himself Is practically a de-
serter," More than a quarter of a century
later a dozen veterans hanged themselves
in as many days from a nail in one of the
corridors of the Hotel des Invalides, 'In
Paris. The nail was removed and the epi-demic ceased.

Golf in Omariam Vese.
Abbott Fester Is April Golf,
A White Ball perches em a Piseb of Berth:
The Golfer smtitee for All that he is worth;
Not then ensen an Awe-inspiring Drive,

But a weak Fuoes.e pmper Food fer Mirth.
This is nt splittn Books, nor felling Trees;
No bull-like Fuyu delIberate Ense,',
Displays the Adept, while he does his Holes,

Not In your Nines ad Eights, bet Feer. and Threes,
Swesr is the Click that Ililows Stroke exact;
Vile is the Seund wheaever Tos1 sanacked;With Teeth on Edge the Doees his Flub,
Cry to the World that Sense and Skill he h1.a
A st'eidy Glare, with all thy Heart and SemI,
Fix em the tal, till enmities toward the GeeL.The Mye that waters brings a heay Car.e;Striking, squint sever sidlongr at the .es
Vain is the Pomp of racket rd

Of tarsan Osp sun as saened,
He fares no better who Is ths arrared:
His Shame isgr e eh he leur is id,
By Yeeth Ishabby Bainmei whose esp WiB

By Eye -r Band Clu0b ackn he ebsyed.
Wh ach a Pether-o'er a galtry GsanelWytrudge hgMftssen ils.anid emS by NameOall you 1 sethiag t n

That Out auf. Deck is - m 8thba yen tamme?
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THE CHINESE CRISIS

It is the Absorbing Topic of Discus-
sion in London.

ESULTI OF KISSIOlRT WOR

Magnificent Collection of Art Pre-
sented to the English People.

AMERICANS IN LONDON

Special Correspondence of The Evening Star.
LONDON, June 27, 1900.

The great powers have as completely un-

derrated the military capacity of the Chi-
nese as Great Britain did that of the Boers.
The attack made on Tien Tsin and the ef-
fective use of artillery by the Chinese
prove that they have learned the use of
modern weapons and are by no means con-

temptible in a military sense.

In the Japanese war the Chinese exhibited
a great want both of training and courage.
Then they had the weapons, but could not
use them. From the capacity they have
shown in handling artillery it is evident
that they have learned some of the lessons
of the Japanese war, and the western pow-
ers are finding the Chinese a much more
formidable enemy than was expected.
The officers on the spot seem to have mis-

calculated the numbers and underestimated
the skill of the Chinese. Admiral Seytmour
would never have set out on his march to
Pekin with the comparatively small force
at his command if he had had a just idea
of the character of the opposition he would
meet. In official quarters the very great-
est anxiety exists as to the fate of the ad-
miral's force. It is believed that if it
reached Pekin we should have heard of
the fact by this time, and there Is a very
grave apprehension that it has either been
cut up or that itf Is now surrounded by
overwhelming numbers of Chinese troops.

Preparations In China.
On the subject of armaments I had a

talk with a Chinaman over in London
who professes to know what has been done
toward arming the Chinese since the war
with Jaoan.
"It is quite true." he said. "that we have

been surrounding the most accessible places
in China with modern weapons. The war
with Japan taught us that although. as a
nation we cannot be considered warlike, it
is necessary for us to match ourselves In
regard to munitions of war aga:mist those
who at any moment might become our
enemies.
"We have therefore bought la: rnm-

bers of Krupp and Breusut guns, a.; well
as machine guns. Most of the buiness has
been done through German firms, and the
allied forces against Pekin will ind that
the taking of it will be a very different
matter from the affair of 18fl0. Th' inner
city of Pekin. where the imperial palaces
are, is a gigantic fort. Thousan-s of lives
must be sacrificed in any attempt to take
it, and even then it is doubtful whe'ther the
attack would succeed. We have also had
German artillerists to teach us the use of
these arms and to train our soldiers In the
use of modern rifles."
There is satisfaction here at the evidentintention of the United States to combine

with the powers. as the British and Amer-
ican forces together would be a sort of bal-
ance to the larger forces Russia and Japan
are sending.
Great Britain is sending at present 12.000

troops, and it is hoped that the United
States will at least supply 10.000.

The Missionary question.
Of course, the missionary question bears

largely on the crisis, and in the opinion of
good authorities, it is responsible for most
of the troubles In China.
Upon the showing of Dr. G. E. Morrison

of the Times, the most famous of all the
correspondents in Pekin, it would be highly
advisable for nations to prohibit their sub-
jects from missionizing China. Dr. Morri-
son says:
"During the time I was in China I met

latge numbers of missionaries of all classesin many cities from Pekin to Canton. and
they unanimously expressed satisfaction at
the progress they are making in China.
Expressied succinctly, their harvest may be
expressed as amounting to a fraction more
than two Chinamen pernissionary per an-
num. If. however, the paid ordained and
unordained native helpers be added to the
number of missionaries. you find that the
aggregate body of converts is nine-tenths
of a Chinaman per worker per annum; hut
the missionaries deprecate their work beingjudged by statistics. There are 1.511 Pro-
testant missionaries laboring in the empire,and, estimating their results from statistics
of previous years. as published in the Phi-
nese Recorder. we find that they gatheredlast year into the fold 3.127 Chinese-not all
of whom, it is feared, are genuine Chris-
tians-at a cost of E£0,000. a sum equal to
the combined incomes of the ten chief Lon-
don hospitals."

New Words in the Language.
One curious aspect of the South African

war is the effect it has had on the language.
We find Admiral Bruce telling the govern-
ment how he had "commandeered" a small
coasting steamer to carry the sick and
wounded among his men across to Wel-
hal-wel. We never think of using Inverted
commas now when we speak of kopies. or
slimness or trekking; but probably this dis-
patch is the first occasion in which any of
these newly imported enrichments of our
mother tongue has received official recog-nition.

Americans in London.
Our country people are now here in full

force, taking London in on the way to
Paris. You see them on the streets in
numbers, on the 'buses and In the shops.
especially in those shops whose British
owners subtley fly the stars and stripes as
a bait to the patriotic American. Beware
of the prices in these particular shops. You
pay for that flag many times over. Many
hotels fly the flag, too. The same is true
of them. Thousands of Americans who
have come to Europe this year for the
Paris exhibition are adopting freely the
"Cathedral route." as the Great Eastern
railway $111 their delightful. north-country
route to London. Passengers landing at
Liverpool and traveling to London by the
Cathedral route, see a larger number of
cathedrals than they could by any ordi-
nary route. It is true that the road is not
direct, but tourists meatsure distance by the
most of what is rare or ancient that they
can see in a given distance. From London-
they can go down to the south coast.
through some of the loveliest scenery, and
s' on to Paris. If they chose to go Paris
first, they can do the Catheel route on
their return journey, and embark at Liver-
pool, instead of disembarking there. Which-
over way the Americaas come-from Paris
to London or from London to Paristhey
spend as much time as possible in London.
and, as is usual, drive about as much as
possible in order to see as much as pos-
sible. They come in large parties, anL,,I
notice they have a high church-way sepa-
rating the sexes. Thus you will meet a
procession of wagonettes alternating a
load of ladies with one of men. Some of
the parties are very large, and there was
round the town the other day a party of
sightseers who filled twenty carriages.

The Rertford Collection.
All London has been flocking to Hertford

House to see the magnificent "Hertford Col-
lection," which, by the generosity of Sir
Richard and Lady Wallace. has become the
property of the nation, and which is now at
last ready for public inspection.
The collection was formed in Paris, large-

ly by the fourth marquis, although it also
owed much to the taste of his heir, Sir
Richarid Wallace. and the absentee maguis'Antrim tenants, whose rents contributed so
largely to the purchase of the collection,
ought to take a special interest in wbat
Lord Rosebery, one of Lady Wallace's trus-
tees, described as.-'the greatest gift that
has ever been given to our country by an
indivkinal "

Lady Wallace died early in 1RS7, and the
time since has been spent by the trustees
in a rather leisurely preparation of the gal-
leries for the permnent exhibition of their

.A Trenausry .t Art.
Experts declare that to say the aehih-

tien is worth five mnlhims sterfing Is to put
a moate esismae ane ts value. Bat

the Daily Telegraph remarks, it is almost
a desecration to attempt to translate into
terms of pounds sterling the inestimable
grace and charm which radiate from every
object in this wonderful treasury of art.
That paper can only compare the collec-

tion in importance to Caesar's gift to the
people of Rome of his palace and gardens
beyond the Tiber. Hertford liouse is one
of the stateliest homes of England. occu-
pying the whole of one side of Manch-ster
square: but it has had to undergo enlarge-
ment and consijrable alterati-n hefore it
could be considered suitable for the dis-
play to the public of its marvelous con-
tents.

A Rich and Varied Cetectien.
Not only is it the richest and most varied

collection of pIctures. sculpture. bronzes,
bric-a-brac. porcelain. armor and furniture
ever presented to the natin, but it hap-
pens to form a most desirable complement
to the National Gallery. It is strongest
just where the National Gallery is weakest.
so that by a single bound England has be-
come second to no nation it h-r collection
of works of the great French schol of the
eighteenth century. and can -nmpare with
the Louvre itself in her series -t paintings
by Watteau. Greuze. Lancret. Peter. Frag-
onard. Boucher. Nattier and othe'rs. who
till now have ben little more than names
to the English public at large.

Rare PaIntimNea.
It is impossible in the limits of a news-

paper article to detail the riches of this
magnificent treasure huse. but a few of
the most striking things may he enumera-

ted. There are eleven Rmbraitds, three
or four of which are of the highest qual-
ity, notably the great canvas ,f the "t'n-
merciful Servant" and the h.al of the ar-
tist's son Titus. There ar' six paintings
currently ascribed to Vlasqtutz. of which
three or perhaps four are ahmst certainly
genuine. while the "Riding School" and the
'Spanish Lady With :he Fan." which is
mellower in tone than usuil with this
artist. are particularly tine < xampts.
Then there Is the important Titian. the

historical "Per-eus and Andrmala." which
was lost to sight for a cntury. and has
been recovered by Mr. Claud, l'hillile. who
has thus strikingly manifestl his fitness
for his poItion as tirst curatlr of the
Waliace collection. The story of the iden-
tification of this picture Mr. Phillips has
told in the Nineteenth Century. and a cu-

riously romantic chapter in art history it
furnishes. A brilliant portrait by Hals, a
powerful landscape by Ruens. a Murillo.
showing unwonted virility; a fine del Sarto.
a particularly strong series of paintings by
Canaletto and Guardi. that fulfill the all-
important function of decorating the wat
remarkably well, and a very representative
collection of paintings by the smaller mas-
ters of the Netherlands. are among the In-
numerable things that deserve mention.
The Sevres porcelain can only be matched
by the famous royal collections.

Motor Watering Carts.
The latest use of automobile power in

London is the street watering cart. The
Strand vestry, which is one of the most
enterprising of local authorities in London.
has placed motor watering vans on the
streets., and they are apparently a great
success. They seem to he more mobile. not
only moving more rapidly. but changing
pace in accordance with the difficulties of
trafflc more readily.
Motors are steadily gaining the day.

Some time since Colonel Sir Howard Vincent
adopted one for carriage service. and his
motor Victoria Is a feature in vehicular
London. The numerous complaints in the
newspapers from people whose horses have
been frightened by motor traffic on country
roads is the most s!gnificant evidence of
this increasing popularity. But England
goes slowly in all things and is still far be-
hind America and France in motors. The
roads here. too, are better adapted for their
use than most of those in the United States.

The Henley Regatta.
The Henley regatta this year will be com-

paratively quiet. No doubt the attendance
will be affected this year by the war in
South Africa, but fashion also in one of its
caprices is rather turning against house-
boats. It is no longer regarded as the prop-
er thing for the rich to have a houseboat
on the river, and there will be fewer of
these boats at Henley this year than for
many years past. This is not true of the
lower reaches of the river, where house-
boats fairly jostle each other, though the
class of people inhabiting them is not so
high this year as formerly.
As a fashionable function the regatta will

not be so brilliant, and the racing entries
show a slight falling off. There are no
competitors from America this year. but
there are entries from Berlin. Paris and
Brussels. L. H. MOORE.

FISH SKIIN LEATRER.

Many Articles *ade Out of a Hitherto
Unused Predact.

From the New England Gner.
Tre United States fish commimion hal

been making a collection of leathers made
from the skins of fish and other aquatie
animals, especially of those which promise
to be of practical utility. Several varieties
of fishes have skins that msake an excellent
leather for some purposes. Salmon hide.
for example. serves so well in this way
that the Esquimaus of Alaska make water-
proof shirts andi i'o..s out of it. They also
cut jackets out of cod,it skins, which are
said to be very serviceable garments. In the
United States frog skins are coming into
use for the mounting of books, where an

exceptionally delicate material for fine bind-
ing Is required. There are certain tribes
of savages who make breastplates out at
garfish skins, which will turn a knife or a
spear. A bullet will pierce this breastplate.
but it is said to be impossible to chop
through the material with a hatchet at one
blow. Together with such a breastplate,
these savages wear a helmet of the skin of
the porcupine fish, which is covered with
formidable spines. Fastened upon the head,
this helmet serves not only as a proteo-
tion, but in close encounters it is used to
butt with.
The Gloucester Lsingicas and Glue Com-

pany recently manufactured some shoe@ of
the skins of the codifsh and cusk. On the
lower Yukon. in Alaska, overalls of tanned
fish skins are commonly worn by the na-
tives. Whip handles are made of shark
skins, and instrument cases are commonly
covered with the same material, it being
known under the name of shagreen. Whale1
skins are said to make admirable leather
for some purposes. whilc porpoise leather is
ccr~sidered a very superior material for ra-
zor strops. Seal leather dyed in a number
of different colors is included in the collec-
tion of the fish commission. This leather is
obtained from the nair seal, and not from
the fur bearing species, and is used to a
considerable extent in the manufacture of
pocketbooks. The hair seals are still very
plentiful in the North Atlantic ocean, and
as It is not difficult to kill them they af-
ford a very promising source of leather sup-
ply. Walrus leather has come into the mar-
ket recently, but vs the animals are being
exterminated rapidly it will hardly amont
to much commercially. Another kind of
leather now see-n on sale is that of the sea
elephant. Up to within a few years a
species of sea elephant was found on the
Pacific coast, ranging as far north as Lower
Onlifornia. but the animals have been no
nearly extermInated that they are now
rarely seen. Another species is to be found
in the Antarctic seas, chiefly on Kerguelan
Island.

Refreetery.
Fiom Hsarper's Basser.
Mrs. Peterkin-"Wthouat exception,' you

are the most obstinate, perverse man I ever
saw."
Peterkin-"What have I done now"'
Mrs. Peterkin-"Why, I have had that

new cough mixture in the house a maseth
and you haven't once caught cold."

The Keart et the Tree.
From the OEutury.

What toes he plant who plats a ties?
He plants a freet of som and sky;He plants the fag et hreesea faie;'lhe shaft et bunaty towertag hish:He plaats a home te heaves eaisFor me ndt mothe-eeo aerd

in inuhed and bsey twilight betd-
'The treble of heae s harmony-'These thhes he plants who plants a tres,
What doss he udat who pants a treat
He plants reel kdet at teeter mals,-LAd sed ad hot of days to he,
Aed r that flate ameO againHethe giory at the sli:
He plants the forest'sheig,The harvest of the aoiges,The Joy that unborn eyes ilsee--

These the= he plants whs plants a ties,
What does he plant whe sta tree?Re plants, is sp atd vsadwsIs lave et home sdlyly
And far-eatSt ths er t v ait
His blessin es sbeme
Who is the heior et had
Holds sli the grewth at aB ear

A.sees geet tememi


